


The Tragi die » 

If'ctier he haue wife let her bemad , 

As tnifcrable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cbertlej with your holy load 
Taken front Patties to be interred there : 

And ftiii as you arc weary oftfic waight. 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henrtts coarfe. 

Enter Gleccjhr. 

gio. Stay you that beare the coarfe,and fee it downe. 
La. What blacke Maghian,coniur€S vp this fiend 
To ftop denoted charitable deeds ? 

G/o. Villainc.fct downed* coarfe or by Saint /W, 

He make a coarfc ofhim thatdifobeyes ? 

Gen. Stand backeand Let the coffin paffe, 

{j/o. Vmnanner’d dog, ftand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then mybrdft, 

Ot by Saint Patties ffrikethee to my feotc. 

And fpurne vpon theebeggerfor thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all affraid ? 

Alas, I blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the DiuelL 
Auant thou fearcfull ffiiniftcrofhcll. 

Thou hadft bot power ouer his mortall body, 

His foulc thou canlt not haue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity, bee net fo curft. 

La. Foule diuell, for Gods fake henceand trouble fe Slot, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell : 

Fil’d it with curfing cries and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to vew thy hantous deeds. 

Behold this patterrre of fhy bntdheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee , fee dead henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afreifh, 

Bfufh, blufhjthou lumpe of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefentethay txhalsrhhblood, 

From cold and emptit ■ryocs-w'hcit'no bleud dwelt. 
Thy deed inhumane and tnnattrrsfll, 
jprciiokes this deluge mod vnnaturall, 

Oh Ood, which this bloud mad’ft, mtengehis death : 
Oh earth whichfh.is btoud drinklft, reuengehis deatb s 
Slither hc*u«i with lightning (hike the muithctcr dead; 
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c / Richard the Third. 

Or earth gtpe open wide, and cate him qw*e. 

As thou endft fwallow vp this pod Kings b.oo , 

W hich his Hell- gouernd.armeUath butchered . 

Glo. Lady, you know no rule of chanty, 

Whch render good for bad , blcffiugs for curfes. 

La- ViIlanne,thou kaowft no law otGod, nor mas.. 

No beaft fo fierce, but kaowes fome touch of pittte, 

Glo But I know none,and therefore a n no beaft. 

La. O'l wonderful! when deuils tell the truth, 

Gio. More wondcr'ull when Angels arc fo angry, 
Voucffife deuinc perfection of a woman, 

O thtfe fuppofed euiU togiue mcleauc, 

By circumlbnce but to acquit rr,y felfc. 

La. vcnchfafc defufed infection of a man. 

For thfe knowne euil* but to giua me leaue. 

By circumftanee to curfe thy curfcd felfe. 

Glo. Earner then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient lcafure to excufc my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee , thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpaire I Ihould accufc my felfe. 

La. Andbydifparinglbouldflthou ftandexcufde, 
Fordoing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didfl, vnworthy 'daughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead s 
But dead they areand diueltflvflauc by thee. 

Glo , I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he istalioe. 

Glo. Nay he is dead and flame by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy, foule throat thou lieftt Queene Margrtt few 
Thy bloody faulchion (mooking in his blood, 

The which thou once didft bcndagainft het breft, 

But that my brother beat affide the poynt. 

Oh. I was prouoked by her fltndetout tongue 
WhicMaid her guilt vpon my guililelie flioulders. 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloody tniude, 

Which ncuer drea.nt ob ought ; but butcheryes : 

Didft thou not kill this King ? Gh. I grant yee. 

B " La. 









